THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
any but the briefest consideration. Yet, consider it
for a moment. You would have to picture a darkened
room in London, with Lord Balfour whispering evil
thoughts into the ear of Premier Baldwin, You
would have to place before them certain history
books, into which they pencilled their wicked imagin-
ings. There would be a rap at the door, and there
enters an American professor, his pockets loaded
with British gold, his horn spectacles removed in
order that he might pass for an Englishman. The
two perfidious statesmen show the professor their
handiwork and he examines it with gloating approval.
And then they all repair to Buckingham Palace, to
receive the sanction of the bloodthirsty King-Em-
peror, whose forked tail can be perceived sticking
out of his ermine robes.
And this is the picture that sufficiently deluded
the inhabitants of one of the world's greatest cities to
cause them to elect, by a majority of 180,000, the
man who painted it. And caused them not only to
elect him but also to forget every real issue that con-
cerned them.
It had taken me an hour to stop Thompson's pos-
ings and to get him down to brass tacks. The process
had been exhausting, for apart from his own evasions
there had been a constant stream of comment from
the satellites. This mass of comment was evidently
intended to cloud the issue, for when Thompson
began to tell me stories in which he appeared in a
rather less dubious light, it ceased abruptly. One of
these stories seems to me very well worth repeating,
for it not only illuminates the corruption of a certain
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